4S                          A WOMAN OF THE PHARISEES

"How do you manage at school? I don't suppose you're allowed
to trifle with Confession or Communion there?"

Jean replied complacently that he had never let that bother him.
They had Confession every Saturday. He just said anything that
carne into his head. And every Sunday they had to go to Com-
munion. But what did it matter whether one believed or not? It
didn't make the slightest difference.

He had expected an outburst, but it did not come.

"You really think so?" asked Monsieur Calou.

Jean presented an insolent face to his gaze. But he felt shamed by
its gentle sadness.

"Every Saturday and every Sunday, for Heaven knows how long
.... two years at least, O Lord!"

Monsieur Calou looked at the handsome face, at the unsullied
brow beneath the mop of dark hair in which one lighter lock shone
like a flame. He could say no more than:

"Lie down a little before dinner, my boy." Then he hurried off
towards the church without looking back. His bent shoulders made
him seem less than his real height.

v

I FIND it difficult, looking back, to distinguish the first occasion
on which Mirbel lunched at Larjuzon from those that came
later. All through August we were constantly together. When
he didn't come to us, Michele was for ever hanging about him at
Baluzac, and nothing would have induced me not to go with her,
since my peace of mind would have been utterly destroyed had I
known that they were together away from me. My whole life
centred round the need I felt to be always the third party in their
sneetings.